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	1. Prologue

_Spring 1*71_

Arthur was nine years old when he was first called estranged. It didn't bother him much, the feeling was something that grew a part of him. His uncombed hair, the oversized dark brown pants that flapped against his ankles, indeed, was a part of him.

It was nice not to care. However, nowadays the stares became more disapproving by the second, the smiles and compliments more deceiving.

He rose his hand. The teacher called upon him.

"Why are we inside? How come we can't play with them."

The omegas were in the room, their dresses ruffled, their bows clipped, staring off to the window; the young alpha boys played kickball in the blazing sun. They'd always do this after they finished their morning training. Screams and encouraging words juggled around by mouth whenever someone snatched the ball. Arthur's head lowered to his desk, he wanted to play with his friends, not learn how to knit and study poetry.

His teacher, who was moderately young, her shoulder length brown curls bounced when she lifted her head in his response. "I believe you do understand our country's situation, Mr. Kirkland?" Her eyes stared above her rimmed frames.

It was the same. The response, the lofty criticisms that left an uncomfortable lump in his throat, _it was all the same_.

It is for the good of our country. It's only right for an Alpha to train and prepare themselves for the draft, she would say pointing to everyone's direction: "And it's your job to take care of the country while they're gone."

**Here's the prologue! I hope everyone enjoys the story. Chapter 1 will be updated with the prologue to get things running.**

Thanks,

χєηση ℓє тαανєттι


	2. Childhood MudCakes

_Spring 1*71_

The three of them, Arthur, Francis and Alfred, walked together shoulder by shoulder, playing their frequent game. They avoided the thin to larger cracks in the hopes that they wouldn't break their mother's back. Arthur skipped a couple of descending paved steps as they approached the rusting existing gates of their school. Francis and Alfred followed accordingly beside Arthur, their legs were aching from the excessive squats they did hours ago.

"Your face, it's swollen…" Arthur leaned in and cringed to himself, "Did you get into a fight?"

"I'll tell you later. There's something important I got to tell you guys." He paused for dramatic effect, "I held a sword!" Alfred said gloatfully. His voice was characteristically loud, it was something that many students, including the teacher, had to get used to, "The captain told me I could hold one."

"You held his sword?" Arthur repeated, questionably.

Alfred nodded affirmably, he smiled wider revealing the missing tooth he lost just recently, "He visited the class while we were fencing. He said, 'You wouldn't need to use child's play tactics, practicing with wooden sticks. You have the potential to work on palace grounds."

"Ms. Abigail doesn't want you talking to the officers," Francis stated, with a strug. "But do whatever you want. It's not my life on the line."

Alfred being oblivious to the comment and more in tuned to his wandering thoughts, he continued, "I'm sure mom will understand. It was accidental… perhaps destiny. Maybe this is my calling to action!" Alfred grinned to himself, almost tripping over in the attempts of avoiding a crack.

"You read too many comics," Arthur frowned.

Tattered sandals flopped against their feet, the knotted strap that held the handle of their book bags together were on its last thread. On the street horses carried chariots, both crippling and polished. They past a candy shop, filled with colorful beads and glowing lights. Each dug into their pockets to find a collection of lint and small eraser shavings. Arthur and Francis gave each other a mournful look and walked past their temptation, yet Alfred appeared immune to the problem.

They shed their bags and woven sandals by the stream, they kicked their feet into the cool waters, talking about their day. Of how Alfred got into an impressive fight with an upper classman, earning him a lovely swollen cheek, enclosing on his underlid. Francis got applauded by the students when he written a detailed poem about love, compassion, war. It's harder for Arthur to relate to any of these exciting achievements. He could mention the time when he sneezed milk out of his nose during lunch, or how someone drew many lines above his brows while he was napping during break. He mumbled, rubbing his forehead at the memory. One of the teachers had to help get the ink off of him, a red mark was left after the unnecessary hard scrubbing and inflicting remarks.

"What's wrong?"

Arthur sneered, glaring forward, "Don't _"what's wrong"_ me, Francis."

Alfred eyes darted side to side, "Did I miss something?"

"You think?" Arthur's eyes hovered to the river.

Francis laughed, "He's just upset that I drew an extra set of eyebrows on him. It actually suited him. Couldn't tell the difference." He placed three fingers above each brow and frowned, imitating Arthur.

"Are you serious?" Alfred face fell, it showed a sign of disappointment, " You should've called me!" He playfully punched Francis' arm, they both chuckled.

Arthur's face turned red, his ears burned brightly, shoving Francis into the water, "The pond suits you, frog." He huffed, and crossed his arms, a sense of self fulfillment came over him as he stared down at Francis.

The young alpha clawed his way out of the water, his blonde hair clinging onto his scalp, his teeth bit his lips. Hands were coated with sand, grass, and topsoil when he finally found himself sitting on the grass. He laid down, his locks fanned out around him as he precisely flung the dirt, that was on his hand, towards Arthur.

Thick mud, matted down Arthur's dirty blond bangs before it fell back into the river with a _'plop'_. He wiped his lids and quickly leaned down to the outermost edge of the bank to scoop up some goopy mud. The substance flew, with all of his power, just for it to hit the wrong person: Alfred.

Sadly, due to their childish competitive spirit, it was clear that they wouldn't stop this any time soon. Flying gobs of earth were smacked and plastered on each other's bodies as they fought for superiority. Their war-cries soon turned into laughter, and soon they laid on the moist grass, staring at the parting sky, tired.

Their chest heaved, up and down. Peace. A bubbly feeling rose in Alfred's chest, his body came up and away from the ground and dug in his pocket, "I almost forgot." All their exhaustion quickly subsided when Alfred quickly took out a poorly wrapped napkin that brought smiles to all of their faces. "Darn. I was going to save this after dinner." He paused and shrugged carelessly, "But what the heck!"

"You actually got them? When?" Arthur's eyes followed Alfred's fingers as it unwrapped the folding. He nodded, eyes firm and lowered. Francis leaned in too.

Once the napkin unfolded, they each grabbed the treat and ate.

Alfred's eyes widened, his chest vibrated as he choked back a laugh, " Ew! You know you didn't wash your hands, Arthur."

The candy was long gone from his dirty hands, Arthur steadily chewed. "Don't question my judgement, stupid." The candy coated in his mouth slowly, it melted against the roof of his mouth, he smiled to himself. "This is too good to pass up."

"Where'd you get it this time? You had the money?" asked Francis.

"Nope."

He leaned in and arched a brow, "An omega?"

Alfred shook his head, "Nope." He crossed his legs and hunched over, his blue eyes danced with the soft waves before them, "After the fight, I was sent to the office. There was a small bowl at the administrative desk filled with little chocolates, about this big." He measured the candy to be the size of half of his pinky, "I got only the smallest pieces at the bottom of the dish so that they wouldn't notice."

"Maybe I need to fight someone." Arthur said, in between his chews. He chuckled after swallowing, and fell back down. "That was divine."

Off towards the west mountains, young soldiers with the king's crest on their backs, paced back and forth, patting their swords. They stared off, their clothes nicely ironed; they were models. They had to be. Those men could never defend them in such expensive clothes. He could never imagine blood, staining the jacket. The gold ruffles, the green patterns that took someone weeks to make. It'll soon go all to waste. Arthur's eyes met with one of the soldiers… at least it felt like it.

His mother said to never go near them.

So he didn't. He listened. Not for the fear of his wellbeing, but the hope to keep his mother sane.

"I'm going to kill you for messing up my hair." Francis spoke, unmoving. The corner of his lip tug upwards.

Arthur rolled to his side and shared a sarcastic look with Alfred, "You were the one who started it."

Arthur rolled on his back once more. The sun baked the coated layer of mud on his body, his patched jeans became stiff, his button up shirt was wrinkled against his overalls as he closed his eyes and sanged to nature's song.

"This…" he begun, "This is nice."

The three, despite enjoying their evening together, messed up their only set of school clothes. Arthur and Alfred's mother were together in the dining room drinking their evening tea when Arthur greeted them. Faces were smeared brown and hair was ruffled up in the front and matted at the back from laying down. Alfred grin and told them the great time they had at the riverbed, he approached his shocked mother who touched his swollen cheerful face. Francis joined, following Arthur to their mothers, "We even ate chocolate!"

"What happen to your face?" Alfred's mother cupped his moving face, her eyes fell, "Better yet, what happened to your clothes?"

"I'm fine mama, I'm fine." He did his best to avoid this mother's embarrassing embrace.

"Damn it Arthur. Did the neighbors see you like this?" Arthur's mother, Carla, arched her brow, grabbing the handkerchief that was tucked in her pants. "You need to be more like your mother," she said grabbing the handkerchief that was tucked in her trouser pants.

Abagail chimed in, "I'd rather have Artie stay an omega, like aunt Abby." Her beautiful round face giggled as she pinched Arthur's cheek. "I'll put a nice dress on you, one with cute littl' ruffles. Oh my! It'll be darling!"

The children laughed. That was a joke. It was an unrealistic thought.

"Alright, sure. He acts more like a beta than an omega in the first place. I don't think Arthur is wearing dresses anytime soon," Carla licked the cloth, and brought it to Arthur's face.

"Ah, mom!" He rolled his head away from handkerchief, and whispered in a whine, "Not in front of my friends."

**Hello there! I've always wanted to do an omegaverse fanfiction for Hetalia so this'll be a really fun project for me to tackle. Also, many of you are wondering why the date looks like this: **_**Spring 1*74**_**. I block the date in the hopes of creating a land that doesn't relate to ours. Meaning if I written an exact date, "1974", you guys were probably going to throw me under the bus because the technology wouldn't match the time era. **

**Besides that, I can't wait to update the next chapter.**

**I hope you enjoyed.**

**WARNING: I am not prominent with the English language, so please excuse the grammar issues you may find throughout the story. **

**Thanks,**

**χєηση ℓє тαανєттι**


End file.
